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apple tart. Wittenburg is famous for its pastry. They are
drawing near to Potsdam now ; that awe-inspiring, breath-
taking, almost legendary stronghold of Prussian Royalty.
The awe of Potsdam, with its palaces and personalities,
about which Vicky has heard so much, has already taken
possession of her as she glances restlessly from the carriage
windows. Everything is strange, different, aloof. There is
something cold in the air and it is not just the bitter coldness
of the atmosphere. Nor is this feeling called up by the faces
of the deputations at the endless stations where they stop,
for all these people are smiling and with their arms full of
flowers. Yet there is something about these sober, bowing
dignitaries with their square-shaped heads, which suggests
that they would be happier in a gleaming P-ickelhaube than
in a top-hat. There is something hard behind the sharp
blue eyes that do not smile. It is the grim, tense, pitiless
spirit of Prussia which is in the air.

A few stations before Potsdam a huge form blocks the
doorway of the Royal carriage. It is ' Papa ' Wrangel, the
great Marshal who bore his regimental colour against
Napoleon at Leipzig, hero of the Wars of Liberation. The
colossal septuagenarian congratulates them in a hoarse
bellow. Stroking his dangling whiskers he gloats over the
youthful slimness of Vicky. Soon he is going to start calling
her his ' Angel/ He is a great friend of Fritz. He has
decided to travel with them to Potsdam. The Marshal is
short-sighted. Lost in animated conversation with Vicky,
he tosses aside the tails of his military coatee and sits down
in the Wittenburg apple tart. Roaring with delight, he
presents his mottled posterior to the Princess, who wipes it
with her handkerchief, and weeping helplessly, summons her
ladies with towels.

It is midday as the train thunders across the long railway
bridge and the towers of Potsdam rise beyond the river. The
Crown Prince of Prussia is on, the platform to meet his son
and daughter-in-law. Bells are pealing, guns roaring, and
all the way to the Old Schloss the route is lined by the Trade
Companies. A stirring procession sets out. First ride the